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they can make it all right. Or coffee, if you'd rather have
that. It just depends if he's handy." He got up, passing
the signed sheets to her.

"Oh, don't bother, Mr. Golspie. They're probably all
frightfully busy now, and I'd rather not, thanks. I can
get some tea on my way back to the office."

"Well, you must have something. You can't leave the
ship shivering like that. Have some of this stuff," and
he pointed to the tall bottle. "It'll warm you up. I'm
going to have some. You join me." He poured out two
small glasses of the colourless liquor.

"Shall I? What is it?"

"Vodka, It's the favourite tipple in these ships."

Vodka! She picked up the glass and put her nose to
it. She had never tasted vodka before, never remem-
bered ever having seen it before, but of course it was
richly associated with her memories of romantic ficton of
various kinds, and was tremendously thrilling, the final
completing thrill of the afternoon's adventure. At once
she could hear herself bringing the vodka into her
account of the adventure at the Club. "And then, my
dear," it would run, "I was given some vodka. There 1
was, in the cabin, swilling vodka like mad. Marvellous!"

"Come along, Miss Matfield," said Mr. Golspie, look-
ing at her over his raised glass. "Down it goes. Happy
days!" And he emptied his glass with one turn of the
wrist.

"All right," she cried, raising hers. "What do I say?
Cheerio?" Boldly she drained her glass, too, in one gulp.
For a second or so, nothing happened but a curious
aniseedy taste as the liquor slipped over her palate, but
then, suddenly, it was as if an incendiary bomb had
burst in her throat and sent white fire racing down every